mischievous he could be about some of his guests. I remember some one
saying to him after the first night of "Ravenswood": "I dont fancy that
your hopes will be quite fulfilled about the play. I heard one or two in
the Beefsteak Room on Saturday night-----"
"Ah, yes!" Henry interrupted in his most gentle voice. "But they
were friends! One must not expect too much from friends. The paying
public will, I think, decide favourably."
This is the Irving, the Irving at play, you can see in the Bastien-
Lepage portrait. The artist was enchanted with Henry's face and ex-
pressed a strong desire to paint him. The portrait originated at a supper
in the Beefsteak Room at which both Bastien-Lepage and Sarah Bern-
hardt were guests. The artist did a sketch of Henry on a sheet of note-
paper, then another of Sarah, and gave them to me. They are among
my most precious relics. Henry gave Bastien-Lepage two sittings for the
portrait afterwards at Grafton Street, but it is a "Beefsteak" portrait all
the same.
How brilliantly, delightfully and whimsically Alfred Gilbert talked
to me the other day, when I met him again in Bruges, of Beefsteak sup-
pers at which he had been present! He is the man who can make you
live them, and first nights at the Lyceum, over again! I think it was after
one of these suppers that he took the whole party to drink at the foun-
tain in Piccadilly Circus the night before his statue of Eros was unveiled.
Years later, another sculptor, George Frampton, told me of his certainty
that the statue would stand the test of time, and hold its own with the
finest work of the same kind done by the great masters of the Renaissance
period. "I have no patience with people who criticise it as inappropriate
to its surroundings. That is the fault of the surroundings. In a more
enlightened age than this, Piccadilly Circus will be destroyed and rebuilt
merely to provide a finer setting for Gilbert's jewel."
We were, as he spoke, looking at Henry's death-mask, which Framp-
ton had taken, and the dead face dissolved into that living one with the
quizzed expression which it wore at the Beefsteak suppers. Then came a
vision of Alfred Gilbert's Beethoven-like head with its lion-like mane of
tawny hair, and I began to cry. Henry dead, and Gilbert in exile. Neither
appreciated in this age as they should be. The Beefsteak Room a lumber-
room again, if it exists at all in the rebuilt Lyceum!
NOTES TO CHAPTER XII
i. The Lyceum Problem* When Henry Irving in the year 1878 engaged
Ellen Terry as his "leading lady," it is improbable, as he had no personal
knowledge of her remarkable powers, that he foresaw the problem which was
to arise out of the engagement. This was, briefly stated, to find plays with
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